





/VOTES' O/^ 77 //- /"U&S/ 

The FUGS are an emanation or hallucinatinn of the culture of the 
Lower East Side. They write all of their own sdngs, puking them 
out of a personal history that includes the transistor radio, 
lots of grass, group gropes, 1000's of hours of poetry t reading 
it, writing it, & listening; peace-freaking,, Chuck Berry concerts 
in heaven, & scholarship in various esoteric fields of knowledge. 

The FUGS have written approximately 60 songs to date,-of which 
there are printed 26 in this volume, the sperm of the freak-spew, 
so to speak. Many of their songs deal with interpersoal re!■» 
ships in the new marijuana, group-grope psychedelic, tenderness 
society. The Fug-songs seem to spurt into five areas of concen¬ 
tration: „ 

a) nouveau f olk—freak " 

b) sex rock and roll 

c) dope thrill chants 

d) horny cunt-hunger blues 

e) Total Assualt on the Culture 

(anti-war/anti-creep/anti-repression) 

Only by hearing & seeing the FUGS may one get their total eye-ear 
ejaculation. Much of.the FUG Body Poetry is the eyeball kicks they 
afford on stage thru Operation Sex Fiend, Operation Ankle Grab, 
operation livid dick , which are, as most know, key code terms m 
the International Zionist Marijuana Conspiracy.. 

The real meaning of the FUGS lies in the term BODY POETRY, to get 
at the frenzy of the thing, the grope-thing; that is, ^^ethe 
enormous technical proficiencies of modern poetry (the revolutions 
of Ginsberg, Robert Creeley, W.C. Williams, Ez Pound, & the Big 
Charles Olson) in musical presentation. 

The Body .Poetry Formula' is this: 

- The Head by the way of the Big Beat to the genitals 
The Genitals by way of Operation Brain Thrill to the 
''Body Poetry- 

And don't forgetM to pick up, hustle, or palm the FUGS' new 
FOLKWAYS ALBUM #1 J I 


BURNER V^§S) 

These songs are held.under copyright by the authors. 
Any attempt to use''them, without permission or. 
contractual agreement will result in suits, picket 
lines, magical incantations, newsletters, press 
releases, & high energy piss-off-vectors. 
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1 Supergirl 

2 The' Lord of the Trenches 

3 Coca Cola Douche 

4 Kill For Peace 

5 Slum Goddess 

6 Jackoff Blues 

7 he Love Grass 

8 Dirty Old Man 

9 Saran Wrap 

10 I Feel Like ' Homemade Shit 

11 Ten- Commandments ' " - • , 

12 CIA Man 

13 Group Grope 

14 Coming Down 

15 Caca Bocka 

16 Bull Tongue Clit 
17-18 The Gobble 

19 Wet Dream Over , You 

20 Mutant Stomp 

21 Ah Sunflower, Weary of Time 

22 What»re You Gonna Do After the--Orgy 

23 Hallucination Horrors 

24 Toe Queen Love 

25 I'm Gonna Kill Myself Over Your Dead Body 
(if you fuck anybody but me) 

26 Bed Is Getting Crowded 

27 Nothing 

Note: unless otherwise zapped, the words & the music are 

by the same; Fug composer. 

Here -is a list of'the FUGS, several of whom, for various 
reasons, play with the FUGS only occasionally. An asterisk 
marks the FUGS who., recorded, the Folkways FUG .ALBUM. 

Tuli Kupferberg* - baritone, harmonica, fartophone 
Ed Sanders* - saloon tenor, dick chimes, percussions 
Ken Weaver* - "high" tenor, drums 

Steve Weber* - Amphetamine soprano, electric guitar 
Peter Stampfel* - fiddle, electric, guitar, harmonica 
Vinny Leary - electric guitar, harmonica 
. Moe Mahoney - ..electric guitar 


The FUG SONG. BOOK 

prepared by Ed Sanders, Ken Weaver & 
Betsy Klein at' ,.the evil 
PEf£E E.YE BOOKSTOBE 
383 East 10th Street 
..New Yorit, N.Y. 10009 , 


notes on FUGS by Ed Sanders 
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SUPERGIRL 

I want a girl that can fuck like an angel 

Cook like the devil 

Swing like a dancer 

Work like a pony 

Dream like a poet 

Flow like a mountain stream 

Supergirl 
Supergirl 
Supergirl 
My Supergirl 

I want a girl that can kiss like a cherry 

Squeeze like a berry 

Smell like an orchard 

Talk like a songbird 

Walk like a fountain 

Touch like a flower 

Sing like the leaves of grass 

Supergirl 
Supergirl 
Supergirl 
My Supergirl 

I want a girl that can love like a monkey 

Hug like a castle 

Think like a darling 

Lap like a lemon 

Eat like a monster 

Roll like a jug of wine 

Supergirl 
Supergirl 
Supergirl 
My Supergirl 

I want a girl that can kiss like an eagle 
Bend like a sapling . 

Bark like a beagle 

Bite like a bagel 

Fly like a butter 

Shake like a cock with a cunt 

Supergirl 
Supergirl 
Supergirl 
My Supergirl 
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The Lord of the Trenches 


I command 

the house of the Devit 
killers & gougers 
butchers & freaks 
dope-demons & creeps 

The Goddess of cancer 

sits on the left - 
The King of Napalm 

leers on the right 
The Hound of Orcus 

sucks in the center 
eating our brains in the night 

Phantoms flit in the sewage 
War fires burst in the bright 
A harpy paler than serum 
packs our bodies with shit 
Winds tear off our cancered meat 
life without hope 
death without death 

The president sits in his jewel box 
He whips the King of the:;Napalm 
The Goddess of cancer 

moves over the land 
& roaches of palsy 

sting every hand 

I command 

the House of the Devil 

Fright Freaks scream with a metal screeching 
The King of Napalm boils off our skin 
Grey cauldrons of murder 
burn up the house of the Devil 
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Coca-Cola Douche 


My baby ain't got no money. 

But her snatch it taste like honey 
Cause she makes that 

Coca-Cola douche. 

My baby she fizzes & she fuzzes, 

But her pussy it. snaps like a turtle 
Cause she makes that 

Coca-Cola douche. 

My baby she humps like a wildcat, 

Her pelvis not the caffeineishakes 
Cause she makes that 

Coca-Cola douche. 

My baby is straight from heaven 
My baby you can sip with a straw 
Cause she makes that 

Coca-Cola douche. 

My baby sends me out for some ice cream, 
She said, 

"Come on down for an ice cream soda; 

I just had that 

Coca-Cola douche." 



Kill Kill Kill for peace 
Kill Kill Kill for peace 
Near or middle or very far east 
Far or near or very middle east 


KILL FOR PEACE 
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Kill Kill Kill for peace 


Kill Kill Kill for peace 

If you don’t like a people or the way that they talk 
If you don’t like their manners or the way that they walk 

Kill Kill Kill for peace 
Kill Kill Kill for peace 

If you don’t kill them then the Chinese will 
You don’t want America ,to play second fiddle 

Kill Kill Kill for peace 
Kill Kill Kill for peace 

If you let them live they may subvert the Prussians 
If you let them live they might love the Russians 

Kill Kill Kill for peace 
Kill Kill Kill for peace 

The only Gook an American can trust 
Is a Gook that got his yellow head bust 

Kill Kill Kill for peace ' 

Kill Kill Kill for peace 

Kill Kill it’ll feel so good 
Like my captain said it should 


Kill Kill Kill for peace 

Kill Kill Kill for peace 

Kill, it will give you the mental ease 

Kill, it will give you a big release 

Kill Kill Kill for peace 
Kill Kill Kill for peace 
Kill Kill Kill for peace (soft out... 

Kill Kill Kill for peace 4 softer) 

KILLS (Huge shout-scream & then more ad libitum 


kill kill kill &cillera) 
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SLUM GODDESS 


I floated lonely down the street one day 
And who did I see slitherin ay way 

My slum goddess from the lower east side 
Slum gdddess, gonna make her my bride 


Well, the first time that we balled it nearly drove 

The next 1 time S that we balled it ripped me out of my brain 
The third time that we balled you know I fainted nearly 
dead , . _ - 

I woke up, she was on her knees a-coppin my head. 


(chorus) 

There’s not a chick in the world who’s half as. hip as she 
My swingin little goddess from Avenue D 
It's really very groovy to take her to a movie 
Where we make it in the balcony. 


(chorus) 
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Jack Off Blues 


Woke up this morning with my sweetheart in my hand 
My head was empty and my heart was full of sand 
I got them jack off blues 

My baby left me for -another man 
I guess I’ll have to do the best I can 
I got them jack off blues 

I feel so lonely when I come alone 
Just like a hobo without no home 
I got them jack off blues 

I need a full-fleshed woman, I need her bad 
’Without a woman life’s too sad 
I got them jack off blues 

A woman is a woman, a man is a man 
A finger’s but a finger but I got other plans 
Good bye good bye jack blues 
Good bye bug off jack off blues 
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WE LOVE GRASS 


we love grass 
we love ass 
we want to bug her 
we want to bugger 
we like it hot 
we like pot : 
we scoff pills 
we eat pussy 
we aint fussy 

0 EAST SIDE 

we’re on the EAST SIDE 
and we’re the FUGS! 

we hate war 
we love sex 
twos or threes 
fours or fives 

l.s.d. 

di-methyi-tript 
Grope for Ppace 
naked & ready 
poets & freaks 
mad motherfugs 

0 EAST SIDE 

we're on the EAST SIDE 
and we're the FUGS! 
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DIRTY OLD MAN 




Hanging out by the 

school yard gate 

looking up every 

dress I can 

sucking wind 

thru my upper plate 

I'm a dirty old man 


Handing out joints 

to the kids at school 
giving out pictures 

& pom & Pills 
filling the front of my 

shirt with drool 
I'm a dirty old man 

Nervously wiggling my toes 
in my boots 

Communist literature 
in my hands 

pinching ail the bosoms I can 
-cackle cackle- 

I'm a dirty old man 



Daniel D. Teoli Jr. 
Archival Collection 
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SARAN WRAP 


After the prom 
& I ain’t got no scumbag 
Saran wrap 
Saran wrap 

My baby & me 

Huggin’ in the back seat , 

Saran wrap . 

Saran wrap 

Huffin' & puffin’ 

Nothin' to do but 

Saran wrap 
Saran wrap 

Get into her drawers 
Rip off a sheet of that 
Saran wrap 
Saran wrap 

After the prom 
& I ain't gonna stop 
Saran Wrap 
Safari wrap 

Yes, we're lovin' 

We're gonna come lovin' 

Unh-unh-unh! Unh-unh-unh! 

We wanna come together 
We gonna.love together 
Saran wrap 
Saran wrap 

Flash together! Gro^pe together! 
Come togehter! Spurt together! 
Freak together! Love together! 
Slurp together! Scream together! 

Saran wrap 
Saran wrap 
Saran wrap 
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I Feel Like Homemade Shit 
My baby done left me 

My baby done went to the drive-in movie with someone else 
& I feel like homemade shit 

My baby done left me 

My baby done parked by Coonskin Creek with someone else 
& I feel like homemade shit 

CLARA JUNE 4 . CLARA JUNE 4 . 

I'm kickin' up sparks for you 
CLARA JUNES CLARA JUNES 
I'll give up pool for you 
cause I feel like homemade shit 

I'll sit in church and hold your hand 
I'll give up heifer fuckin' 

I'll buy a shit from the Sears catalog 

CLARA JUNES CLARA JUNES 1 
come back, come back 
CLARA JUNES CLARA JUNES 

I feel like homemade shit 

I'm sittin in a tavern & holdin* my head 
My heart's a-poundin' like 16 dogs 

CLARA JUNES CLARA JUNES 

I sure do miss that poon 

CLARA JUNES CLARA JUNES 

I feel like homemade shit 
I feel like homemade shit 


to 
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THE TEH COMMANDMENTS 

Chorus: The ten commandments....the ten commandments 

Thou shalt not kill )repeat 

Thou shalt not covet they neighbor's ass ) 

The ten commandments... the ten commandments 

Thou shalt not steal |repeat 

Thou shalt not bear any false witness } 

The ten commandments...the ten commandments 

Thou shalt not have any gods but me }repeat 

Thou shalt not sculpt any sculpture stone ) 

The ten commandments...the ten commandments 

Thou shalt not take my name in vain ) repea t 
Thou shalt not 'forget the Saturday ) 

The ten commandments... the ten commandments 

Thou shalt not hate they ma & pa ) re peat i 
Thou shalt not commit adultery ) 

The ten commandments...the ten commandments 


// 
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FUCKN A MAN...CIA MAN 


Who can kill a general in his bed 
Overthrow dictators if they're Red 
Fuckn A man 

CIA man 

Who can cipher anything to zeroes 
Not well known but simply well 
paid heroes 

Fuckn A man 

CIA man 


Whs- can counter counter agents quick 
Specially the ones themselves have picked 


Fuckn A man 

CIA man 

Who can take the sugar from its 
sack 

Pour in LSD and put it back 


Who can plan a riot Viet Nam Fuckn A man 

Who can have the troops restore the calm CIA man 


Fuckn A Man 

CIA man 

Who can train guerillas by the 
dozen 

Who can buy a government so cheap 
Change a cabinet without a squeak 

Fuckn A man 

CIA man 

Send em out to kill their untrained 
cousins 

Fuckn A man 

CIA man 

Who can get a budget that's so great 

Who will be the fifty-first state 

Fuckn A man 

CIA man 

Who's the agency well known to God 
The one that copped his staff & 
copped his rod 

Fuckn A man 

CIA man 

Who has got the secretest service 

The one that makes the other 

services nervous 



Fuckn A man 
CIA man 
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GROUP GROPE 


You ask about, my philosophy, baby: 
dope... peace... magic... 1 gods in the 
& Group Grope, baby 
Group Grope, baby 

group grope group grope gro ( up grope baby 


Back Seat boogie for high school kids 
studes fug the teach 
daughters fug the preach 

Sc Group Grope, baby ■ 

Group Grope, baby, 

group grope group grope, group grope baby 


Down on that Kataleptic farm 
Where we farm that old asparagus 
We have that K-Y community 
Down on that Kataleptic farm 
& Group Grope, baby 
Group Grope, baby 

group grope group grope group grope baby 
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COMING DOWN 

I awakened in a pit of ashes 
from a sky that was cloudy and bloat 
with hands that were sore and cold 
and eyes where the blood was shooting 
and the brain that was fallen and still 

0 comin down 
I'm a-comin dox-jn 
I'm a-comin down 

I awakened in a pit of ashes 
in despair where the lids were swollen 
the heart that was pounding and writhing 
and ears where the sounds were screaming 
and the mind that was ashen and still 

cocainei cocaine! 

I'm a-comin down 
I'm a-comin down 

I said hello to that grief bird 
Hello grief bird. What's happening? 

Ashes. Pits of ashes. 

Hello grief bird, Ashes, pits of ashes 

Ashes, ashes and screams ashes ashes ashes and shrieks ashes 

Ashes and grieving 

Ashes and moaning 

Eyes with a vision of torture 

Fright with a feeling for death 

Comin down 1 comin down comin down. 
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CACA ROCKA 

Down in the subway 
Come from a dance 
Lookin for a toilet 
Gonna shit my pant sl 
Uh uh Uh uh baby uh uh 

Dig in my pocket 
Lookin for a coin , 

All I find is 

Three pennies and a joint! 

Uh uh Uh uh baby uh uh 

Outa my skull 

Kickin the door 

Don’t have a dime 

I’m gonna do it on the floor! 

Uh uh Uh uh baby uh uh 

Long come a cop- ■ 

Big as a tent 

You don’t get no shit 

For just three cent! 

Uh uh Uh uh baby uh uh 

If I had a nickel 

If I had a dime 

I’d put it in the toilet 

And I’d shit all the time! 

Uh uh Uh uh baby uh uh 


/r 
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THE HARNESS QUEEN 

I love her in a harness 
I love her in the straps 
I love her with banana 
She’s got a Bull Tongue-Clit! 

0 Wonder Woman 
She’s got a Bull Tongue Clit! 

I want her with a harness 
I want her in the straps 
I want her with a radish 
She's got a Bull Tongue Clit2 

0 slide it in ay Love Box 
She’s got a Bull Tongue Clit2 
I want my Wonder Woman 
I want my Harness Queen 
I want my Leather Salad 
She’s got a Bull Tongue Clit! 

0 Mary Marvel 

She's got a Bull Tongue Cliti 

She opens up her harness 

She hooks bananas in 

to make it look all hairy 

She puts lettuce 'round the base 

She’s got a Bull Tongue Clit! 

0 my Banana 

She’s got a Bull Tongue Clit! 

What a Woman 

She’s got a Bull Tongue Clit! 

She’s got a Bull Tongue Clit! 
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THE GOBBLES fS 

I wanta do, do do the 

go6 gob gobble 

do the gobble all night 

I gonna let my hair down low 
I gonna do the, gobble all night 

I let my hair down low- 
gobble gobble 
I let my head go wild 
gobble gobble 

cop cop cop 
gobble gobble 
cop cop cop 
'gobble gobble 


It ! s the Turkey all night long 
I got it long for you baby 

gobble gobble; 
cop its cop it! cop cop cop it! 

coo it! cop it5 

scarf it - scarf it - scarf it - scarf scarf scarf 

GO down Mr. & Mrs. Moses 
o tell -the world about 

Gobble Gobble, 

gob, gob"gobble gob gob /gobble 

gob gob gob gob ’ - 

gob gob gob gob 

Go down Mr; & Mrs. Hoses . 
o tell the world about 

Gobble Gobble 

gob gob gobble gob gob gobble 
gob gob gob gob 

gob gob gob gob 


do do do it 3 do do dp 


do do do it! 


You take your head down low. gobble gobble 
Scarf her box down lc-; : gobble gobble 

gobble gobble gob gob gobble 

You take your head down low, gobble gobble 
Scarf her box down low: gobble gobble 
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The Gobble (cont«) 


Go on down now;..- use your tongue like a fork 
It feels so fine now;.. when, you garbage my dork 

. o speak it speak it 

speak speak speak its 
o speak bo the tube tube tube 
gobble gobble 


freak that gobble shake that gobble cop that gobble 
scarf that gobble .want that gobble must have that gobbl 

do that gobble 

shake that gobble 
gobble gobbles 

I got them gob-ble gobble shakest 
I got them gob-ble gobble shakesJ 
o them gob-ble .gobble shakes*. 


Go down Mr. & Mrs. Moses 
o tell the : world about 

gobble gobble 

gob gob gobble gob'gob gob ' 
gobb gobb gobb gobb 

gobb gobb gobb 


etc. 


gobble 
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WET DREAM OVER YOU 


Wet dream 

Wet dream over you 

last night I saw your 

picture in the year book 
sitting on the throne 

Queen of the Prom 

Wet Dream, Wet Dream over you 
I held you in my arms 
& kissed your breasts, dear, 
pretending we were necking 

after the prom 

Wet dream 

wet dream over you 

You're my radiant wet-dream teenage angel baby 
sitting on my face 

after the prom 


repeat 
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The Mutant Stomp 


I'm a ; mutant 

done been muted 

down Mew Mexico way 

I's born kinds freaky 

I got a 9-prong done; yeah? 

I got a 9-prong dong. 

Took 9 girls to the prom last week 

Took em all out in my flat-bed truck 

Oh, we fugged & we freaked & we groped & we shrieked, 

But one dick wouldn't come, Yeah: 

One dick wouldn't come. 

We tried all kinds of preverted things 
We looked all kinds of pitchers — 

Ohl I came & I came & I came & I came,' 

But one dick wouldn't come, Yeah? 

One dick wouldn't come. 

We'd still be sitting there whipping that wire, 

We'd still be/there a-humping 
'Cepfc Lumpfish Scaggsj his little dauthers 
brought a hot Texas watermelon 
& hove it up on the truck, Yeah? 

Hove it up on the truck. 

I love them Texas melons, 

I love em, yes I do. 

Oh, we plugged & we fugged & we plugged & we fugged; 

& filled it full of come, Yeah? 
flash flash full of, flash flash full of, 
flash flash full of cornel 
I got a 9-prong dong, 

flash flash full of, flash flash full of 
I got a 9-prong dong? 


Zo 
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AH, SUNFLOWER 


Ah, SunflowerJ weary of time, 

Who countest the steps of the sun, 
Seeking after that sweet golden clime 
Where the traveler’s journey is done: 

Where the youth pined away with desire, 
And the pale virgin shrouded in snow, 
Arise from their graves, and aspire 
Where my Sunflox-ier wishes to go. , 


© 

& William Blake 
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WHAT ARE YOU DOING AFTER THE ORGY? 


What what what what ; 

What what what what 
Whatta ya gonna, do 
After the orgy 

I wanta make friends with yon 
After the orgy 
I wanna be friends with you 
After the orgy.... 


CHOR: 


I wanta be your friend CHOR: 
I wanta be your friend 
I wanta be your friend 
I wanta be your friend 
After the orgy ends 
I wanta be your friend 
I wanta be your friend 
I wanta be your friend 
I wanta be your friend 
I wanta be your friend 
After the orgy ends 
I wanta be your friend 
I wanta be your friend 
I wanta be your friend 


What are you gonna do 

After the orgy 

I wanta go danoin too 

After the orgy 

What are you plannin to do 

After the orgy 

Take me along with you 

After the orgy 

I wanna be your mate 
I wanna be your mate 
I wanna be your mate 
I wanna be your mate 
Don't care who else you 
I wanna be your mate 
I wanna be your mate 
I wanna be your mate 
I wanna be your mate 
I wanna be your mate 
I wanna be your mate 
I wanna share your wate 
I wanna be your mate 
I wanna be your mate 


What are you gonna do 
After the orgy 
I wanta read Blake with you 
After the orgy 
I wanta eat something too 
After the orgy 


CHOR: I wanta be your pal 
I wanta be your pal 
I wanta be your pal 
I wanta be your pal 
After we pet and ball 
I hope that won't be all 
I wanta be your pal 
I wanta be your pal 
I wanta be your pal 
I wanta be your pal 
After we pet and ball 
Why don’t ya give me a call 
I wanta be your pal 
I wanta be your pal 


4. I wanna be your friend 
I wanna be your friend 
I wanna be your friend 
I wanna be your friend 
After the orgy ends 
I wanna be your friend 
I wanna be your friend 
I wanna be your friend 
I wanna'be your friend 
When the orgy ends 
I wane be your friend 
When the orgy ends 
When the orgy ends 
I wanna be your friend 
When the orgy ends 
When the orgy ends 
I wanna be your friend 


date 


& fate 
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HA.LLUCIMA.TION HORRORS 
(IS WB&T I C-OT) 

Benzedrine, mescaline, pot & LSD 
I need apomorphine 

Hallucination horrors is what i got 
Hallucination horrors is what I got 

Strong caffeine, heroine, a whole stash.a hash 
I need apomorphine 
Hallucination horrors &c 

Liptons tea; methedrine, bromo seltzer 
I need apomorphine &c 

Dexamil, thorazine, Nathans franks 
&c 

Nutmeg rinds, Mr. Clean; airplane glue 
Navel fluff, gasoline, barium enema 
Sloe-eyed gin, grenadine, 4 zippers of peyote 
Groovy chicks under sixteen) 12 inch dicks 
M2 rifles) used carbines, jelly jelly napalm 
Tootsie rolls) jellybeans, Mounds almond bars 
Odorono, listerine, Chanel Number 7 

First editions) little magazines, New York Sunday Times 
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TOE QUEEN LOVE 

I want to love ray 

TOE QUEEN 

want to love her 1 

nil night long 
She’s ny-drear Queen, 

the end of my rainbow 

She’s my TOE QUEEN 

and I love her 

I hug my TOE QUEEN 
hug her all night long 
She’s my beautiful star 
She’s my radiant 
^star of happiness- 
She’s my TOE TOE TOE QUEEN 
Thru the gardens 

of paradise 
A T e -walk foot in foot 
unto the gates 
of eternity 
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I’M GONNA .KELL'MYSELF OVER YOUR DEAD BODY 
(IF YOU FUCK ANYBODY BUT MS) , 


Aha gonna kill myself over yo dead body 
If you fuck anybody but me 
You.may think I’m bein kinda shoddy 
But that’s the way its, gotta be. 

Ahm gonna kill myself over yo dead boby 

If you fuck anybody but me 

I’ll follow ya even to Passamaquoddy, 

& shoot ya neath the apple tree. 

Ahm gonna kill myself over yo dead body 

If jou fuck anybody but me 

Then I’ll kill yo fancyJLaddy 

Then I guess I’ll jes have to kill me. 

Ahm gonna kill myself over yo dead body 
If you fuck anybody but me 
& I’ll kill any jerk that gets too snotty 
& whispers that I am crazy 

Ahm gonna kill myself over yo dead body 
If you fuck anybody but me. 
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MY BED IS GETTIM CROWDED 


My bed is get tin crowded 
They rollin on the floor 
2 or 3 a you women 
never come back no more 

I got no time for- a dozen 
Six a you gotta go 
I got no time... for a dozen 
Six a you gotta go/~ 

Literature is sufferip 
Painting & sculpture too 
How can I create any works of art 
When all I do is screw 

I got no time for a dozen 
Six a you gotta go 
I got no time for a dozen 
Six a you gotta go 

Commies are gonna take Brooklyn 

They gonna take Nassau too 

Commies all make good soldiers 

Cause they, never take time'off to screw 

I got no time for a dozen 
Six a you gotta go 
I got no time for a dozen 
Six a you gotta go 

I came home one mornin 
I really was appall 

Wife’s lover in bed with smother man 
That I didn’t know at all 

I got no. time for a dozen 
Six a you gotta go 
I got no time for a dozen 
Six a you gotta go 

I woke up one evening 
I certainly was surprise 
The only ones I found in my bed 
Was 2 of my former wives 

I got no time-for a dozen 
Six a you gotta go 
I got no time for a dozen 
Six a you gotta go 
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Tuesday nothing 

Wednesday &.thursday nothing . 

Friday for a change a little more nothing 
Saturday once more nothing ' 

2 ) Sunday nothing, etc 

3) Montik garnisht 
Di enstik garni sht 

Mitwoch un Donershtik garnisht 
Fritik far a novena a garnisht kigele 
Shabbes weiter garnisht 
Zuntik garnisht, etc 

4 ) Lunes nada 
Hartes nada 

Miercoles y jueves nada 

Vi ernes por cambio un poco mas nada 

Sabado otra vez nada~ 

Domingo nada, etc 

5 ) January &c 

6) 1965 &c 

7 ) Solo by members of group 

suggestions: Newspapers 


books 

sex positions 
arts: writing 
types of dope 
authors 
painters 
politicians 
etc etc 


8 ) Insane nada.shrieks 
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THE FUGS SONG BOOK was printed in an edition of 500 
copies by Dave Sinclair at the Artists' Workshop Press, 

4863 John Lodge, Detroit, Michigan 48201, in August 1967. 
This is the 4th printing. The text and design follow the 
original FUG PRESS edition printed by Ed Sanders in New 
York City, 1965. Reprint permission granted by Ed Sanders 
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No one may reproduce any of these songs without the 
express written permission of Ed Sanders, c/o the 
Peace Eye Bookstore, 383 E. 10th Street, NYC 10009. 
All material copyrighted by the FUG PRESS, 1967. 

THE FUGS SONG BOOK is a production of Trans-Love 
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